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	Darker Than Sin

***Breathes out slowly* Ok. I have been on and off the fence about doing a Moriarty fanfiction again. I've done it before yet it was awfully written/done so I took it down. I tried this one, felt bad about it, and took it down. But this attempt number...three? I'm not sure where it's going to go. Yet I hope you like it. Follow and leave a review, whatever floats your boat (except anonymous hate).**

None of them ever came back. The line of candidates got shorter and shorter, each going out with a bang. Raven heard the scrape of a chair, the thud of significant body weight, merely blinking as she sat. She was to go last or die if another was picked before her.

She straightened her black blazer, careful not to show even a hint of anxiety that was within. All the paperwork and arrangements had been made. Her hair was pulled back in a military-style bun; a few strands had already come loose around her face.

Yet it was a job interview unlike any other. With Sebastian Moran behind bars for the time being, Jim Moriarty, consulting criminal was in need of a new personal assassin. A window of time as Mycroft had called it. Serving Jim in such a capacity would mean moving in with the mad bastard.

As the door opened, Raven was called in. She had only a second to take in the flash of fluorescent lighting, grey walls, a table, a chair, maybe a glimpse of a sharp-looking suit before:

"Hands behind your head"

She was quickly frisked before:

"Remove your jacket"

"No 'please' Elliot?" Raven was jolted by a third voice, a bored Irish drawl that Raven recognized as her potential employer even if her sight was blocked by this wall of a man…Elliot.

He sighed as if he'd rather snap Moriarty's neck than show manners before holding out his hand;

"S'il vous plait?"

Raven didn't say a word as she unbuttoned and shrugged her blazer off. Of course Elliot found nothing, folding it over his arm…before holding out his hand again. Raven frowned. Elliot gave just the barest hint of a smirk.

"S'il vous plait?" he said again.

Not hesitating but not pleased either, Raven unbuttoned her dark-colored shirt before sliding it off, handing it to Elliot who allowed his eyes to flick towards the black lace of her bra and slim stomach before making a quick search of the shirt and handing it back to her.

"Clear" he said before going to stand behind the empty chair, the chair meant for her. Seated on the other side of the small table was someone Raven had never thought she'd cross paths with.

The dark navy of his suit stood out in contrast to his pale skin, so much so that Raven almost thought it was black at first glance. Everything about James Moriarty was neat, in place, not a crease in sight. One might even say he was handsome almost…if one didn't know what he did for a living.

He could have her dead with a mere snap of his fingers.

"Dead parents, dead brother, kill count of 254, you're just surrounded by dead things aren't you?"

His dark eyes flashed to hers. Darker than his suit, the kind of darkness that one didn't want to be left alone in.

"If you say so sir" Raven replied evenly.

"Have a seat Rose Starling" The chair moved outwards, probably pushed by his foot. It smelled faintly of disinfectant. He used the false name she'd given to him, or rather his associate, as instructed by Mycroft.

In front of her was a crossword, a pen placed at the top of the paper. Raven forced herself to remain still even as Elliot behind her took out a gun, holding it an inch from the back of her head.

"Any questions?" Moriarty asked, looking at her as a spider looks at a fly caught in its web.

"How long sir?" Raven replied, swiftly picking up the task at hand: Solve this crossword in or under the amount of allotted time or get a bullet in her skull.

"Six minutes, starting now"

Raven's hand darted forward to pick up the fountain pen on the table, pulling the paper towards her, eyes rapidly scanning the grid. Interesting.

As her mind and pen worked in unison, she could have sworn Moriarty was sulking as she filled in clue after clue in smooth succession, pausing for two seconds to give the illusion of thinking. He tapped his fingers idly on his knee.

She found herself nearing the end when;

"So which did Mycroft give you? The pseudonym, the drawers or those god-awful boots?"

A lot can happen in one second. Raven's mind was thrown violently off track as she turned, movements sharp and concise as she jammed the fountain pen through Elliot's eye in a burst of scarlet, the tear of retinas, and Elliot's agony. Not even flinching as she yanked the gun from his slackened grip;

"Bonne nuit" she breathed, his screaming silenced by the bang of the gun before thudding to the floor.

Turning again, Moriarty hadn't even moved from his chair, expression not moved by an inch. The hot metal of the gun still suctioned to her hand, Raven bent over, removing the bloodied pen to fill out the last two answers, figuring she might as well finish the damn thing. The black and white page was now livened up with a vivid ruby lettering of blood.

"The year nineteen forty two, published in the Daily Telegraph, created by Alan Turing"

"You didn't answer my question Miss Thorne" Jim said, tilting his head slightly, appraising her still. Raven flinched then.

"Depends on what you're asking" Raven replied, raising the gun, if only to shut him up for a second.

"I believe the question was fairly simple" Jim shrugged.

"Here's a question, which of us is holding a loaded weapon?" Raven snapped.

"You're very pretty, but don't lie to me. I don't like it when I'm lied to." He replied, voice flat, cold as ice.

"None of them" Raven didn't even bother to say she didn't know a Mycroft. He'd known from the second she'd walked in, they both knew now. No use pretending but no use admitting what he already knew.

"Believe me; I always get my answers…Just sometimes it hurts" Jim nodded her direction, indicating that she should look down. On her chest was the laser point of a sniper rifle. Looking up, Raven saw a grate.

"I told you" she said slowly, still unwilling to let go of the gun or admit anything.

"Not very cooperative…It's to be expected I suppose"

Raven wondered if perhaps she could shoot Jim in the foot and bolt for the door. Knowing him, that would be about as effective as politely asking him to let her leave. In other words, not effective in the least.

Swiftly and smoothly, Moriarty rose from his seat, in front of Raven before she could think to move. His hand moved slowly forward, near-black gaze on hers as he used the slightest maneuvering of his fingers to extricate the loaded handgun from her grip.

"You work for me now so a reminder that in the future you will not have stupid indecision on any order but to follow it to the letter. Failure to do so will result in a fall, poisoning, or any other termination I see fit" Jim talked as if he were discussing the weather, as he field-stripped the gun right in front of her, dismantling it with the precision of a trained marksman. "Questions?"

"No sir" Raven said, unable to hide the catch in her breath or the slight quake of her voice.

"Lovely" Jim pressed a swift kiss to her cheek, taking Raven by surprise that she couldn't help but flinch away, her cheeks flushed.

"Come along. I haven't got all day" he said as he walked towards another door that Raven had only just taken notice of. She'd made her bed and now she had to lie in it…yet Raven Thorne wasn't sure if the devil was there to greet her with open arms or not.


End file.
